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Abraham Spencer came up the lane
from the fields carrying his discolored
old straw hat in his hand and mopping-

his face with a red cotton handler
chief He walked stiffly and slightly
best forward from the hips as do most
hardworking men who have passed
the halfcentury mark but he set his
heavilyshod feet down with a firm-

ness
¬

that bespoke considerable physi-

cal

¬

vigor as well as mental decision
He scanned the house sharply as he

approached and his shaggy brows were
drawn almost together in a frown It
was the middle of a sultry August af-

ternoon
¬

jet the doors and windows
were nfl closed and the green holland
blinds were drawn down He tried the
back door and found it fast and
though he pounded on it with his horny
knucldes there was no response save
a startled cuk cuk cuk from an old-

en with a brood of downy chicks wal-
lowing in the dust beside the steps

Now this is mighty strange he
muttered perplexedly I wouldnt ve
thought Sairy d go away from home
This way all of a sudden She didnt
say a word about it at noontime Shes
never dune such e thing before as I
know of

He stood still for a little while medi-
tatively

¬

rubbing his thumbs and fore-
fingers

¬

together while he pondered the
unprecadented situation

Couldnt be asleep I reckon IIP
conjectured Never knew her to
sleep In daytime

Nevertheless he came down the steps
and went around the house to a cham-
ber

¬

window where he parted a tangle-
of hopvines and rapped sharplY on the
sashSairy tIe called Sairy are you to
home

There was a slight sound from with ¬

in as of a creaking board beneath a
careful footstep then the shade was
lifted at one side and a thin startled
elderly face looked out

What on earths the matter Sairy
Whats the house all shut up like a jail
for demanded Abraham Spencer in a
highpitched irascible tone Dont
yon know the Rhynearsons ve been
here and gone away again he went-
on OIL saw em from the north meader
and Ive come clear home to see whats
the matter Was you asleep Didnt
you hear em knock

Mrs Spencer rolled up the shade and
lifted the sash with hands that trem ¬

bled
Come now speak up quick added

her husband impatiently for Im go
in after em and bring em back and-
I want to know what to tell em

No no Abram dont go after em
Mm Spencer dropped on her knees and
leaned her arms wearily on the window

Esill She spoke pleadingly and there
fvre tears in he voice as well as in
her eyes h Abram I kep em out

lapurpose
Youwhat Abraham Spencers-

tone implied that Le was forced to
doubt the evidence of the ears that
had served him well for nearly three
score years

I kep em out apurpose I knowed
youd be mad but I couldnt help it
Im just too mortal tired and miserble-
to care what becomes of me I aint
able to get supper for you and the
hands let alone all that Rhynearson-
gang Tve worked so hard today and-
I didnt tlecp much last night for my
rheumaliz rm gettm old fast and
br akin down Abram I cant hold
out much longer if I dont slack up a
little on hard work

Well why in thunder dont you
slack up then Whats to hinder you
from gemin to bed after breakfast and
stayin there till dinner time

Now Abram thats what you al¬

ways say and its so unreasonable
Whod do the work If I went to bed
Whod feed the chickens and pigs and
milk the cows and churn the butter
and clean the vegetables and bake the
bread and pies and keep the whole
house in order Youd come out slim
If I went to bed Abram

Well slim or no slim I want you
io either go to bed or else shut up
your oomplainin

Now Abram if you only would be-
littlefa reasonable All I ask is that

you lt me slack up a little bit in ways
that I can There aint no sense in us
jjxavin so much compny now since the
girls are married and gone Compny
makes so much hard work specially
Srjown compny Them highflym town

DOlks dont care a snap for us Abramhey just like to be cooked for and
waited on and kep over night and
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VTrat on Karlh the Matter Sairy

AVlmfs the House All Shut Up
JiiUc Ji Jail For

over Sundy and fed on the best of
everything from spring chicken to
watermelons Now them Khynear
sons

Them Rhynearsons are my friends
sternly interposed Abraham Spencer
rand so longs I have a roof over my
ihead my friends are welcome under it
cr wouldnt ve believed such a thing of
you Sairy I haint any doubt youre
tired but I dont make that an excuse
for sllghtm my friends

But you dont have to cook for em
and wait on em Abram when youre-
so tired and worn out that you cant
hardly
sand

drag one foot after the other j

Dont begin that old tune all over
again Ive heard it a many a time j

already Youre gettin so youre al-
ways

i

compiainln and if theres any
thing hate its a naggin woman
Now understand Im goin after the
Hhynearsons Im going to make em

income back if I can Am I to say you
was away from home or asleep or
what It wont do for me to tell em tI

one thing and you another so just tell
me what to say ynd be quick aboutjtt

Tell em anything you like Abram
dont care what All I aslc of you

Q
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if youre bound to go after em is that
youll stop at Selwoods and get Soph
rony to come over and do the work
while theyre here

What hire her
Why of course You wouldnt ask

a poor girl like Sophrony to work for
you for nothin I reckon

ily land Sairy how often ve I got
to tell you I cant afford to payout
money for help in the house If you
once begin it youll be always wan tin
help and theres no sense in it Why
there was mother

Sirs Spencer staggered to her feet
She was a tall stoopshouldered weak
chested woman her scant hair was iron
gray her hands were hardened and
swelled at the joints with years of
toil and her face was deeplined and
sallow Just now it was as near whte
as it could be and a sudden haunted
desperate look had come into it a look
that topped the words on her hus-
bands

¬

lips He broke off abruptly and
looked at her in stern surprise and dis-
pleasure

¬

I never knowed you to act up so
cranky Sairy I cant see whats get
tin into you Now Ive got no time
to fool away Ill tell Mis Rhynearson-
you was asleep and didnt hear em
knock shall I

Tell her anything you like was the

l
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She Malse Out the a Man Standing By the Bars

reply in a strange still voice that
suited the look in her face I wont
contradict you

But how do you know you wont
We ought to have a clear ¬

What you goin to tell Miss Rhy ¬

nearson when she asks you where you

wont ask me
Well now Id like to know how

you know she wont
Because Im not goin to give her a

chance
The window sash slid down to the

sill and the shade dropped back to its
place Abraham Spencer let go the
hopvines and watched them cluster to ¬

gether again with a slightly dazed
look in his deepset grey eyes

Now vihat in blazes could she ve
meant by that last he meditated un ¬

easily Then his flat lips
closed in a hard line and he added-
as he turned away But I aint
again to ask her When a man canl1
be master in his own house its time
for him to burn it down or blow his
brains out

Mrs Spencer heard lila heavy heels I

resounding on the hardbeaten path as
he went around the house and each re-
lentless

¬

step seemed to grind its way
into her quivering nerves Ordinarily
she would have taken timid note of
his movements at the end of a window
shade for her husbands anger had
always been a dreadful thing to her
But now she opened tHe outer door
and stood there watcfliing while he
brought a horse and wagon out
the barn and drove rapidly away When-
he had passed out of sight she ex ¬

claimed bitterly
Ill not stand it Ill hide myself

Ill get out of tills before he gets back
with that gang if I drop dead in my
track

As a first and very womanish step in
the execution of her resolve she sat
down on the doorstep and cried Her
meager frame shook with dry con-
vulsive

¬

sobs such as are born of worn
out nerves aching muscles a lonely
heart and a starved soul

Sue did not heed foot-
steps

¬

and scarcely started when a
neighbor paused at the foot of the
steps and spoke to her

Why Mis Spencer whats the mat-
ter

¬

I hope nothin s gone wrong
Mrs Spencers sobs ceased and her

face hardened as she met the womans
inquiring eyes

It aint nothing that I want to talk
about Mis Howard Ive about got
to the end of my rope thats all Im
tired of livin and wish to heaven I
was dead this minute

Mrs Howard held up her hands
Dont say that Mis Spencer she

Now I dont know
whats gone wrong and I haint the
least notion or trying to find out I only
beg of you not to wish you was dead
Its such a fearful wish We dont any
of us know what death is

We all know its rest and thats all-
I care to know said Mrs Spencer She
leaned her chin on her hands her
elbows on her knees and gazed into
vacancy with redrimmed unlovely
eyesNo we dont even know that said
Mrs Howard with earnest ¬

ness Thats just one of the things
weve been taught and we like to think
its so We dont know the first tingabout death Mis Spencer except
it turns us cold and stif and fits us for
the grave We any of us know
what goes with the living thinking
suffering part of us Sometimes I think
maybe it stays with us in the gaveso that we hear and know things
as when we was living I shouldnt won ¬

der i we could lay in our graves and
hear the birds singing and the rain
falling and feel the sun shining above-
us Now sposin you was in your
grave out there in the little buryin
ground in the meader and sposin
you could hear these little chicks cJiip
pin to be fed at sundown and yo not
here to feed em an the cows comin
up the lane to be milked and you not
here to milk em and your husband
trudgin home slow and tired and
hungry and you not here to get SU-

per for him Do you reckon you could
rest then Mis Spencer

And sposin that after a bit youd
hear some other womans voice a callin
the chickens and some other womans
hands rattlin the stove lids around
astartin a fire to cook supper for
your husband Youd most likely want
to get up out of your grave then but
you couldnt Youd just have to lay
there and hear things goin on without
you day in and daout year in and
year out and yourself goin to
pieces inch by inch and crumblin to
dust There wouldnt be much rest
bout that Mis Spencer would thee

Spencer arose wit the slow

J rMa k oi

of stiffened rheumatic
joints and turned a shocked resentful
face upon her visitor

Mis Howard she said sternly if
I found a fellow mortal in trouble and
couldnt think of a single comfortin
thing to say to her Id go away and
leave her alone I wouldnt try to
knock out the last prop from under
her If a body cant believe in the rest
thats in the grave Id like to know
what we can believe in I never heard
such scandlous doctrine since I was
born

She turned abruptly and went into
the house closing the door between
herself and her unorthodox

listened until the sound of receding
footsteps died away

There I hope shes gone with her
croakin I was that afeard shed hang
around and hinder me too long Land
4 oclock areadyas a timepiece in
an inner room gave four hard meal ¬

lie strokes She hurried into the bed¬

room and came out rolling a pair of
heavy grey blankets into an uncouth
bundle Then she took a bottle from a
shelf in the pantry and filled it with
rich sweet milk As she put the cork
in she suddenly stopped and listened
then opened the door a little way and
listened again intently

Wheels she ejaculated Now if
it should be them goodness help me to
get into the cornfield before they come
in sight

She caught up the blankets and
snatched a raspberry pie in its tin
plate front the table Thus

flight she opened the door and
went hurriedly out At the foot of the
steps the brood of little chickens met
her in full force fluttering around her
feet and impeding her progress

Shoo Shoo
She pushed them aside with one foot

and waved the pie at them frantically-
but they followed cioj e at her skirts
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Could Figure of

understand-
ing

wasShe

straightcut

shortly

of

approaching

remonstrated

impressive

nowMrs

painfulness

neighbor-
and

equipped-
for

hertwith dismal chirps that went to her I

Poor little things how well they
know its their supper time IId only
had time to feed em Like as not no ¬

body elsell think to do it
She hesitated and looked back at

them pityingly But the rUle of
wheels sounded closer now and her
heart hardened She went on again
striving to redouble her speed but the
blankets were cumbersome and the
raspberry pie was shedding its sticky
juice up her sleeve

Her arms were near to breaking and
tears and perspiration mingled in the
hollows of her cheeks when at last she
reached the cornfield and stumbled in I

between the tall green rows She
dropped the blankets and almos felupon them in her ¬

tle and pie were allowed to shift for
themselves and the latter poured out
the last remnant of its crimson juice-
at the roots of acorn hill

Presently Mrs Spencer sat up and
listened again She could no longer
hear the sound of wheels nor any
SOUnd save th nictlino nf fh ilnof cornbladeh the great field aoouther oice of a meadow larksinging from the top of a tall charredstump near by She sat still andrested a little while longer then shestood up and tried to see the housebut the tasseled tops of the corn weretwo feet above her head She madeher way cautiously to the outer row
and peered out between the stalks butthe low sun beat straight into her eyes
and the higher ground of the meadowfull of haycocks intervened Shesee only the weatherworn roofs could
house and barn She crept back andtook up her burden again of blankets-
and bottle and pie and trudged ondeeper into the sheltering labyrinth ofcorn she had put half thewidth of the field between herself andthe house she felt safe for the timebeing and sat down again to rest andbide her time

Her objective point was an old dug ¬
out in the face of a stony ridge justbeyond the cornfield Ihabeen con
struoted for a potato and was
used only for storing those edible tu ¬

bers in winter From March to Novem ¬

her it was empty and forgotten givenover to rats and spiders She had
chosen it for he fugover all other
nooks and crannies the farm be
cause of it isolation No roving mem ¬

her of th objectionable gang would
be likely to stumble upon i and dis-
cover

¬

her But it was well up the face
or the ridge and visible from the hou-
sesshe did not think it bet to ris dis¬
covery by approaching it in day

She partly unrolled the blankets
lay down upon them turning her and
fece up to the sky with a deepdrawn
breath of rest and a delicious new
sense of freedom Her close environ ¬

ment of tall corn shut out the horizon
but she knew when the sun had sunk
below it by the tinted glow that over ¬

spread her small vista of sky and the
fresher breeze that came whispering
among the cornblades precursor of the
coming nisfaf

After a time dark shadows bencreeping along the furrows as if

into steal upon her unawares and in
purphng firmament above two or

three pale stars took form adblinked
coldly down at her She st up and
shivered and her heart sank a little
at thought of the potato cellar and the
lonely night-

DeWs afallin Sh9 exclaimed im
dismay with care for her rheumatism-
and as quickly amight be she gather
ed up her belongings and resumed her
flight In the fastgathering night the
way to the potato cellar seemed long
and rough and when she had reached
it she found it a stronghold defended
by wild blackberry vines that she must
tear away with hr naked hands before
she could gala entrance

The clumsy door opened outward and
yielded only inch by inc to he re-
peated

¬

jerks Each blakbervine was wrenched out by
brought down a shower of loosened
gravel upon her defenseless head from
the crumbling banks that towered high-
on either side But at last a dark aper ¬

ture yawned before her wide enough to
give heentrance She wondered why
she had not foreseen the need of a can-
dle

¬

and some matches as she gropther way within and pulled
shut As she did so there came a great
roar and crash of falling gravel out
side Isounded a perfect avalacead congrtulat herelf on ¬

IThe atmosphere of the little cavelike
place was close and musty from long
lack of ventilation and Ir Speqcer
found the abrupt change from the pure
outer air almost stifling She decided
that she must reopen the door andleave it s through the night
when she attempted1 todo i she found

l w i

I the door immovable held shut by the
mass of gravel that had fallen againi Terlscyerleft her aghat

cant get out and
I nobody ha the least notion where I

am whjitS most like bein buriedalive
The situation was disheartening but

the direst forebodings must yield to ex-
treme

¬

bodily weariness and soon she
had spread her blankets on the dry
straw of a potat bin and stretched-
her aching frae upon them

For a hour or more her mental
worry ani her rheumatiz united in-

tosmenting her then came sleep and
wooed hqr to rest with the welcome
thought of no breakfast to get 5n the
morning and no disturbing voice to
break in upon heS slumbers wit the
announcement gettinfup

But she dreamed and nil through her
dream sounded the chirping of hungry
little chickens the lowing of unmilked1
cows and the slow heavy tread of her
husbands feet coming up the lane at
eveninf time Tired and hungry and

ou here to get supper for
droned the reproachful voice of her
neighbor running like a dirge through-
the ole sounds and making of the

haunting nightmare-
Drat that Mis Il neverHoarspeak to her lr Spen ¬

cers first waking thought A thin
shaft of daylight withthe yellow glint
of a wellrisen It was forcing-
its way into the cellar through acray ¬

ican inch wide above the door In-
voluntarily

¬

Mrs Spencer sat up and
listened for the familiar sounds of her
dream But she heard only the bicker ¬

lag of a pair of wrens in the black ¬

berry vines outside and the scurry of
a rat that scampered across the cellar
floor ana plunged into his hole In a
crner served to draw her atten¬

tion to her surroundings-
In an opposite bin lay some sorry

looking potatoes with long ghostly
white sprouts and awinding sheet of
cobwebs Near the centre of the earth
floor stood a battered old sheet iron
stove with some rust joints of pipe
rising shaklngly thatched roof
ten feet above The l redmen had set
it up during the cold snap in March
and a fire in it to keep them ¬

selves warm while they cut potlofor seeding A dozen matches
clay pipe half full of burnt tobacco lay
on its hearth forgotten

Mrs Spencer felt a little lightheaded
when she stood up and thus was
brought 0 remember that she had
eaten nothing since noon of the preced ¬

ing day She looked about for the pie
and bottle of milk The latter was in-

tact
¬

but the former had vanished
leaving only its tin plate atangible
evidence that it had existed Two lit-

tle
¬

knowing exultant eyes were shin-

ing
¬

up from the rat hole in the corner
Mrs Spencer looked troubled

Wella long quivering brethHrcertnly said I wishec I was dead but
slow strvaton a little moren I

bargained
She spoke aloud and shrank from

the sound of her cwm voice it was so
shutin and sepulchral She turned to
the door and strove now wibl all her

it it with-

stood

¬strength to push open
the onslaught without a tremor
desisted at length and sat down-

on an upturned apple box exhausted-
and gasping for breath The place was
stifling Oh for a breath of pure
sweet air Her outraged lungs seemed
burning in her breast and her mouth
and throat were parched She opened-
the bottle of milk and took a portion
She was tempted to drink it all at one
welcome draught but refrained and
corked it up again resolutely

During the long hours of that fore ¬

noon she attacked the door repeatedly
but always futilely and finally when
the sweltering August sun had passed-
the meridian and was beating down
mercilessly oni her retreat she gave
up and bursting into a wild fit of weep ¬

ing she crept back into the bin and
lay down in her blankets

Hours later when she had wept a
great deal and slept a little she opened
her swollen eyes and saw the red gold-
of sunset shlning In above the door

Twentyfour hours se said to her ¬

self and a great longing came upon
her to know how Abram and the
old home were doing without her She
dragged the apple box close to the
door and mounted upon it thus bring-
ing

¬

her eyes to a level with the crev-
ice

¬

There lay the farm house and its
peaceful surrounding spread out be-

low
¬

her sunk ssed old
picture But oh how distant it was
how far beyond the sound of her voice
even though the soul shriek aloud
The broad meadow and the great field
of rustling corn lay between

At fir5 there was no sign of life
about place except the patient cows
standing in the lane waiting for the
bars to be let down But presently
while she waited and watched for the
men to come in from their work in the
far north meadow she described a curl
of smoke rising from the kitchen chim ¬

ney A queer gnastiy little caricature-
of a smile flashing across her face

Now if I was near enough to hear
the stove Ms rattle she whispered I
could most imagine I was dead and
in my grave like Mis Howard said

For a longg time she stood with her
eyes at the crevice and her hands
grasping the rough frame of the cellar
door watching that changing dark-
ening

¬

spiral of smoke Once the kitchen
door opened arid a woman stood for an
instant in igh The watcher squinted-
her eyes ir desperate endeavor to
conoentrate her gaze-

I spose ts Mis Rhynearson she
muter d with a resentful snap in her

Its just like her cheek to take
possession of a bodys house and act
as if she it I cant see howoyne
Abraim them Rhynearsons so
Rsll theyre such pestiferous folks To
think of her there ahvin high off the
fresh bread and cakes and pies that-
I bake and the cheese I made and

I churned and me here
aEiarvin

The contrast was too pitiful In all
her hard meager life she haw never
before known the pangs of hunger and
thirst Her eyes filled and the vision
was for a ime shut out When she
looked again the curling smoke was
scarcely discernible and all the angles-
of the old house were toned down by
the softening shadow of approaching
night

She could make out the figure of a
man standing by the bars It might be
one of the rands olt might beyes
it was Abram He turned and was
going slowly1 toward the house and
she knew him by the forward stoop o f
his body and that characteristic some ¬

thing In the way he set his feet down-
as he walked

She thought he would go in at the
kitchen door but he passed on around
to the front porch and sat down alone
on the stEP

Presently t struck her that his head
was bowed upon his hands and that
his attitude was one of deep dejec ¬

tion But she was not quite sure he
was so far way and the shadows lay
deep between Still the longer she
looked the more his fading outline
seemed to appeal to her until at latshe was overcome with the conviction-
that sorrow rather than anger ruled
in her husbands hearHe aint mad at me just seem to
feel he aint mad at me Oh Abram
Abram

She shrieked his name aloud again
and air acii frenzied effort shriller
than t but the narrow crevices
throw the greater part of the sound
back into the cellar end Abraham
Spencer sat still with bent head un-
hearing until the night had thickened
and shut hIm from her sight

The black hours that followed were
terrible to her Remorse and a re ¬

awakened jnging to live and to go
back to her deserted duties now unitfwith hunger and thirst to tortueIn the middle of the hot stifling night
she was forced to drain the last swal ¬

low of milk from the bottle and still
her thirst was so great that she tossed
and moaned in the fitful bits of sleep
that came ttr her Once she was awak-
ened

¬

by atouch a weight like that of a
hand upon her shoulder and she start-
ed up with i1 glad cry on her lips but

tit was only her cell mateihe rat H-
er

>

4

scampered away to his own corner and
she lay there with a convulsive horror
upon her watching and listening lest
he return She told herself that he
would come back tomorrow night
when she would have less strength tfrighten him away and all the nights
afterwhen her poor body might lie
there lifelesS at his mercy

She wondered with an awful shud-
dering

¬

wonder whether it could be that
her soul must linger near and winesthe degrading annihilation of
while tenement A maddening horror-
of death seized her She staggered
across to the opposite bin and made a
desperate attempt to eat one of the
raw mouldy potatoes-

At the first hint of morning she was
again on the apple box with her eyes
at the crevice But now there was a
thick white fog nil over the land and
no vaguest outline of her home was
visible to her

The wrens were bickering spitefully
over their nest not an arms length
away from her face

Oh hush she said to them pity ¬

ingly from the bitter depths of her
own experience You poor blind lit-
tle

¬

things you dont know how short
life is after all and how little it mat-
ters

¬

if things dont go just to suit you
The small pair were struck motion-

less
¬

and dumb by the mere sound of
he voice and forgot to renew their
quarrel Presently the father bird
went away to his days work and the
little mother settled down to the mo-

notony
¬

of her home duties both un ¬

conscious of the yearning eyes of the
lone watcher at the crevice

Many times that day she crept back
and forth between the bin and the ap-
ple

¬

box When her head swam and her
trembling limbs gave way beneath her
she would stagger to the bin and fail
upon the blankets But no sleep came
and no rest and after a time her
strength so fat forsook her that she
could no longer mount upon the box
Then she lay still and gazed at the strip-
of light above the door until it seemed-
a streak of fire scorching her eyeballs

And all the time she was listening
listening for the sound of a footstep-
or avoice

Thus the night found her and again
added its horror of darkness and rats
The fever of hunger and thirst was u1

I

on her Her tongue and lips were
len and a devouring llamas burned in
her vitals Her senses were no longer
normal and she heard sounds and saw
objects that had no existence in reality

All night long she watched the dark
corner where the rat dwelt and her dis-
torted

¬

fancy magnified him into a mon-

ster
¬

of the jungle in the cunning of
faemidelirium she mae plans to fright-
en

¬

him and keep at bay and fin-

ally
¬

in the dark hour before dawn
she crept stealthily from the bin whis-
pering

¬

through her swelled lips
Fire Fire wi keep him away

She clutched armful of straw and
crawled on hands and knees across the
earthen floor to the sheet iron stove
Keeping keen watch of the dread corner
she thrust the straw into the stove and
groped for the matches on its hearth-
A scratch a flash a tiny same then-
a roar

She dragged hersl to the bin and
brought more strw and more until
the thin iron of the stove and the rick-
ety

¬

pipe clear to the roof were red and
roaring The already hot and vitiated
atmosphere of the cellar was now rais ¬

ed to unbearable temperature and soon
she succumbed to It falling upon the
ground face downward in a mad ef ¬

forto get away
longer fed the straw fire lan ¬

guished and went out but its mischief-
was done The dry thatch of the roof
had caught from the red hot pipe and
was blazing up slowly at first but ever
surely SOOT the cinders began to fall
into the cellar and one struck her bare
neck as she lay She cried out with the
pain and struggled a little farther
away but the brands fell fas ¬

ter a the aperture around the
pipe broadened and her doom would
have been certain had there not been
another restless heart and a pair of
sleepless eyes on the old farm

The hired men were awakened by the
excited voice of Abraham Spencer
shouting

Up boys up Bring water The po-

tato
¬

cellars afire
He was away with two great pails

of water in his hands before the men
were fairly awake When they followed
him they found him on the roof of the
cellar He had succeeded in extin-
guishing

¬

the fire and a they ap-
proached

¬

he suddenly dropped his
pais and falling upon his knees crept
close to the charred chasm in the roof j

Leaning far over he shaded his eyes
and peered keenly into the steaming
depths belbw A faint mow had
reached him and now as he listened
another came quivering up t him

My God he cried sprngng up
Shes down there boys Run

for shovels Oh run run
He himself ralike a madman buonly a little way then he turned

ran as madly back to the cellar where
he attacked the fallen gravel with his
hands and beat and tore at the door
until the heavy boards all stainewith
his own blood were rended frm their
fastenings and he had leaped into the
cellar and caught up the prostrate fig ¬

ure he had found there
It was hours afterward that Mrs

Spencer aroused from the stupor chat

t i M

was upon her and began to compre-
hend

¬

again the realities of life She was
in her own clean soft bed and the cool
breeze of evening was fluttering the
hop vines at the window She felt pain
when she attempted to move and there
were bandages on her hands her head
and her neck but the pain was not
acute and the soothing effect of an
opiate lingered with her Some-

where
¬

in the outer distance she heard
the faint familiar tinkle of a cowbell
amd yes the subdued rattle of stove
lids in the kitchen She lifted her head
from the pillow to listen and found her
husband sitting silent close beside her

Who is it Sairy What do you
want he asked as she felt the
strange tenderness that vibrated in his
rough voice

Wnos in the kitchen Abram Is
ItMisf Rhynearson-

No Sairy it aint Mis Rhynear ¬

son went home doublequick when she
found there wasnt anybody here to
wait on her You knowed her better
than I did Sairy Thats Sophrony
Selwood in the kitchen and shes goin
to stay there till she diesr gets mar
rPrShe closed her eyes to hide the start ¬

ing tears but they forced their way
through the interlaced lashes Suddenly-

she turned to him and spoke the
thought that filed her heart

Oh was so long Why
didnt you try to find me Why didnt
you come sooner

My land Sairy I never once
thought of the dugout I was too busy
lookin everywhere ese for you First-
oi all I drove clear over to Lizys to
see if you was there Thats a good

sixteen miles you know and took a
big slice out of the first day Then we
went to all the e ghbrsand hunte
the whole pace o none
ever thought of the dugout I dont
know why but we didnt Then that
night Mis Howard come over and told
me well what you said to her you
know Sairy and she she spoke of the
crickThe crick wonderingly-

You know Salryhe suddenly bent
over and put his arms around her
drew her to hftnIwas gem to
have the cri dragged today and if
Id found there SarI couldnt
ever ve stood iPshaw Abram she whispered
chokingly and put up her bandaged
hand to stroke the furrowed stubble of
his sunburned face
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Mens dark outing flannel night-

shirts
Childs satin calf school shoes spring rco 2 lamp chimneys at

full length sizes 15 16 and 17 heel sizes 6 to Sat 1EQc-
at Ji for this sale 6Ge-

c9o Toilet paper five rolls

Li-es dark outing flannel wrappers 20in stripes and checksBoys sweaters wool mixed black

890 One lot saxony off colors 6wine or blue Chls week aeOo 2 o
Childrens fast black bicycle hose

double knee sizes C to 0v Full size honey comb bed spreads
Mens wool mixed sweaters in black tills week120and blue this sale 6 o-8c Medicated soap three cakes in nbox

Ladies satin silk neckties 30andthis week only
cent goods this weekChildrens satin calf standard1 screw ISo r

soles heel or spring chool shoes sizes 40
9 to 12 this sale

line fine butter milk soap three collar and cuffs turn¬Ladies tncakes a box83e In were 60 per pair this we-
ek1c B8c I

Same aabove shoes sizes 13 to 2

this sale No 1 lamp chimney at Childrens brown and tan ribbed hoesizes 6 OSvat
9io CC 120 i

1
Bargains in Blankets Mens Ladies and Childrens Underwear Hosiery Sox Dry

Go-ds Etc

Tickets with every purchase See our Silverware

NErvcr YORK CASH STORE
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The Reidlet Pump
Ils Merits Recognized by-

he i To Whose representatives tre harc-

jnnt
Anaconda Company

sold aRIctller Pump pactI A
4i¼ GOO gallons per minute against a-

head
I

of 1000 feet Abo medley

r Pumpto VV S Stratton Indepencl
tonce Mine Colorado Montana 3Iin

ins Co and many otliers f
I

t

CHICAGO I SALT LAKE CITUand HELENA Mont I
1

r
jh

BncUlcni Arnica Salve
The best salve in the world for cuts

bruises sores ulcers salt rheum fever
sores tetter chapped hands chilblains

I

corns and all ski eruptions and posi-

tively
¬

cures pLe or no pay required
It is guaranteed to give perfect
tion or money Prc25 cent
per box For sale by Z I drg
dept

Telephone 405 for Hewletts Three
JJalilngr Povriler spices antiGown extracts Wholesale onlylnorn
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GIRLAMJ THEIR BROTHERS

One Explanation the Popularity
of Souse MnJdeiiit

Have you any idea how popular you be-
come

¬

if you are a girl whose brother is
entering upon the dancing and eligible
stage I is a really beautiful to
contemplate the sweet affection and 1
thoughtfulness of the girls who eitherknow or want to know your brother saysa writer in the Washington Star It is 1one of the several pleasant things con ¬
nected with the growing up or what was abiiidii brother uirls call that never calledbefore The debutantes cover you withdelicate attentions It you are of an unsuspicious disposition you wU think theon aim lies in yourself you aremoderately sharp you will aeo through it IYou are invited to smal affairs of thobuds that reason you you vvoullnot be thought an addition to were it notfor the halo of glor that a young manbrother poises your brow You seeso much of the fine side of girl naturethat you gradually reform the rather severe judgments that you made from yourown experiences with your own sex perhaps girls are better than you believed rafter all There is not much danger ofyour ever having too good an opinion ofgirl nature however For May wil In thacourse of a nice cosy afternoon tea chattell you how untidy Bess and Dodo andLily are and how Katy and Julia and IClara and all the other girls smokecigarettes and how Lizzie and Helen andAnna and Maud let the men hold theirhands And Bess or Julia or Helen will Jdrop in some morning and tell you just Iabout the same thing only that Maysname will appear in all the lists of sinnera and the speakers name will be conspicuoua by its absence Then you realizethat tic coming girl is not much more a >lsaint than you are They talk to you ina confiding sort of way rather as if youwere the elder sister that they would liketo have you be some day
I know a girl that has about the nicest Jbrother In town Tho girl Is an awfulbore and shes cattish and hateful too >

i but dear me how nil the other girls do 1
love her How they make her handker ¬

I
chiefs and embroideries that show ouTtheir needlework how those who are tooproper to give the brother their photo ¬graphs lay them at the sisters shrine 1

how many sprees she gets invited toI that brotheries girls sigh for in vainhow her opinion is catered to how herjokes are laughed at and her eternal stories of conquests impossible she evershould nave made are listened to with raptattention I know because I like thebrother myself and though I dont bowdown to and worship her quite as someof the gins do I frankly admit that I ampretty nice to her whereas under othercircumstances I wouldnt tolerate her I i
suppose its human nature That girls agoose She hasnt an Idea that it isntshe who attracts which makes her stillmore insupportable As for the brothersof sisters I cant make out whether theysee through it all or not Men are suchmean closemouthed things

It is frequently the custom of mer-
chants

¬
in Scotland to buy potatoes

when in the ground and to undertake
the lifting and the carting For this
purpose they often communicate with
a man in Ireland called a gaffer who
takes a gang of young women over toassist athe Irish are some of the best
workers in the field
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